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The Ship That Never Came Hom@a,

R R R i

e have mourned over those sallora
who dled in the service of the natlon,
and we havo put the Malne's men with
{ha Lawrence's, with Perry ' on  Lake
Jerls, YWhat la more, wo have regalned
fatih In ourselves s o natlonj politics
and quibbling and the dallar have been
torgotlen, und we have atood out loyal
and strong, It hag been o Jesson show-
{ny the world that {n & perled of stross
we have not lost ourselves In hysterles,
but pelead have been calm and selfe
figd, J¢ the men of tho Malne dled,
their denths dld natlonal ervice, and
showed that old-fashioned  patriotlam
¢alsted, Now thero was o man of the
Aalis of whom there'a a story, BSomo
wlorles are ture, although they may be
callud atories, 5 ’

John, Deno, scaman, Unjted  Statos
navy, was Py h:roq\:hen ho was In hia
natlys town. It 1s & Liitlo town, with a
long street, nmong tho Bouthorn Now
York hills, Donoe would return on his
infrequent leaves, ond people would

Int him out: i
m"'rhnt'n Jack Dene,” they would sag,
awed by the mystery of over the seas
that-lay In hls ewlnging galt—the sall-
or's broad lounge.

Dene would sit on n sugar barrel in
the grocery where the gossips congre-
gated, and whittled and talked of Melr
neighbors' affalrs as they do in small
communitias, and would spln the most
wonderful yarns that ever were heard,
of far-awany mysterlous countrles, of
ports of plg-tailed Chinamen, of sunny
beaches In far south scas, of ‘what

leutenant M, or Emslgn F. was llke, of
things he had done or seet. Perhaps
Die was Inclined to exoggerate what he
had done; that was but his human na-
ture; he had done a deal, or he had done
a lttle. You would think—and there
were those, on other boxes about that
rural club, who belleved him—you
would think that the whole manage-
ment of the good ship had been his,
Those others, who had attended the vil-
fuge school with him, were quite awed
bty him. He brought to them, whose
lives and experlences wera lined by the
New York hills,the breath of the great-
er world, of strange adventure and ro-
mancey As for the policy of the gov-
ernment, they dlscussed that, too. They
talked of Hawail In an exhaustive way
that would have nslonlahotlhclt CONETeEs-
man, who might have put his presence
mt;. that country grocery if he had
felt the need of votes; and as for the
Spaniards, and what was golog on in
Cuba, Dene had but opinlon.

“Those dagos!” he expressed IL
Now the antagonism of Anglo-Saxon

and Latin Spaniard Is an old matter,
dating before the Armada, and Intensl-
fled by the contest of the Lwo races for
ascendency In the western hemisphere.
Tho two great peoples fought, and went
to diplomacy, with all its intricate as-
soclations. Oh, well, you know that old
slory. You know how one of the great-
est emplres elnce Home's dwindled un-
tll only two West Indlan islands were
1eft, and now if an American or English
gallor has o particular averslon, it's for
your Spaniard. Perhaps they hate us
quite as devoutly—the rank and flle of
the people, The impertinence of these
Americans to encourage, It not officially,
at least with thelr papers—and thelr
fillbusters—this Cuba which la ours by
right of Chritopher Columbus!

Dene, on his sugar barrel, would talk
thie over. He was quite confident that
we could blow them, If not off the earth,
at least off Cuba. X

So you must pleture our sallor vil-
lager teturned with quite the air of a
man of the worid. For all the time of
his dutles—when he was part of that
great machine ealled the American navy
—when he had no mind save to obey or-
ders—he had now, on these brief periods
of leave, the rare privileges of posing
as your man of the world—as the village
concelved g man of the world; of belng a
bit of a boaster. He was Jeck come
home again.

Now, up the long street was a little
house with twenty'acres about it, where
lived a good woman with no pride In the
world greater than this same Jack Dene,
When he was away, she worried about
him. Every night she would kneel by a
white bed and proy for him and think
of him, and perhaps cry over him, as
mothers will. Mothers bring us nearer
to God; If all the world turns on us
they stand out for us; they forgive and
fear for us as Jesus of Nazareth for-
guve and feared for us.

John Dene In the company of this 1it-
tle faded woman wes as modest as he
would have been If an officer had sud-
denly possed,

But there was a girl. It's good for a
man when there's one particular girl.
Hao was rather boastful in her presence,
It's nature's flat that all ereatures—
including man—should strut a bit before
the female that has taken the heart
Ballle had taken John Dene's, surely
enough; it dated from the time when he
had been boy and ghe tomboy together.

To Ballle, Dene (this 18 an old, very
simple story) posad the hero—until—zh,
you know that untll! |

And then he was as modest ns ever
you please.

As o reaxcilon from  thls modesty he
would return to the grocery and pose
ogain. As for Sallle, he really had no
need of posing before her; he was hero-
1sm and perfection itself for her.

Home tugs and pulls at our hearts,
wherever we may be, A man who hasn't
the home-feeling Is at best a poor crea-
turs. Far over the seas Dene would
think of two parsons, Mrs. Dene and
Ballle. The coterle at the grocery re-
ferred to him, on their part, as a man
who hed gone Into the mysterious, great
world apndn.

Dane reporled, and wan ansigned to the

Muine, )
Hls greatnesa faded; hie went through

hia routine, obeying orders, doing’ hin
work, a unit in the Amerlcan navy,
II. !

There was  man named  Davidson,
who was J)enc's  closest frlend on the
Maine. He bad been a person of pomae
considernble property end goclnl pomls
tlon, who had knocked about a deal, and
had ended by squanderlng both  tho
money and soclal position, Then he en-
ieted In the gervice; the regular lifo had
clearad up his moral obliquities, and he
had become & very decent gort of o fels
low and o good seamnan, certainly,
They were talking one
Maine'lay in Hovann harbor, her great
guns fronted towards the old, strange,
nglitated eity. Near them lounged a
sallor who had advanced the opinlon
that: g

moon,'”

vidson,

"“Tricky,” eald Dene,

“They'll stab you In the Lack. Now
whn'l. If there were oo mine right under
us?"

*Oh, they dasn't,” sald Dene. Iy
“I have heard ell Havana harbor s

mined.  Why  shouldn't It be? ' Now
they hate us bodly enough—that's cer-
taln* -

“Shuah!” sald a black sallor.

“Well,” Davidson, the talkative went
on, "I have heard that ‘there are a dogen
persons who have Keys to this mine—
Hot—" i ’

"It one ghould take 'a key and send. €t

oft?" Denr began, . ey
“That's It. "1t one should, ' Supposin’/
“We'd have to obey orders. That's all
I'm thinking about."”
Really, he wos thinking of eomething
else—af evmebody. He had recelved his
mail that day, and there were two lete
ters.  One read:

“My Dear Boy—I am {n some way so
worrled about you. T am afrafd, It's o

day aa the |

“Suah, we could blow 'em Into the |

“A Spanlard’s o Spaniard," eald Da- :

war was declared.l wish to God it was"!.
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EVERYTHING WAS HIGH.

[ Br:]l—-iEverything is s0'hig h at the scashore.
F e - Nell—Yes, I noticed that, even the Lathing suits are. :

| = ,;.
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.-_}rinlq too much the way sallors do when
‘they 'are on shore. Everybody In town
ipeaks splendidly of you, I see Sally of-
en, (oo, and she misses you, «I never
%houuhl her quite guod enough for you,

ou will excuse amother's saylng that.
But she ls your cholee, Jack. But It's
which worrles. me. ©Oh, my darling, do
be careful,  What could I do without
you? I suppose you want tuv hear some
of the village goaslp. They say Tom
Purner ls keeplng company with Mary
Tucker, 014 Judge Willing died yes-

and Jenny the store In town, where the
judge's office was. But I can't wrile
about these things: I am thinking all
the time of you, my darling.”

"1 And what Sallle wrote I need not put

“down here, It waa probably a very fool-

mother's woy., Do be eareful, and don't

Fowlards continue to be popular,part-
1y becnuse of their adaptability to
flounees and other touches of decora-
tion which require a eoft clinging tox-
ture,

A dainty creation of violet and white
foulard Is made with the favorite elr-
cular rufile, which borders the skirt,
and Is earried up the front in decrens-
Ing width, It edges also the gulmpe
walst front and back and the wrist of
the emall close slecves.

Qualntly pretty is the corsage, which
is trimmed about the bust, with the on-

circling frill low in front, one slde

As for thiy leave, [t came o an end.

‘crosslng the other nnd .passing over

FRENCH FOULARD GOWN t:il(].\t HARPER'S BAZAR.

the right shoulder to the back, where it
Ig carried down under the arm to meet
the crossed-over part of the front. The
lt:li"tI aleeve Js decornted with a double
Geii N
|| French embroldered batiste fn cream
white fs used for the gulmpe and
leeves, which Iz a desirable mode for
hin materlals,  The corsage-ls a slm-
ple full walst, tight-fitting in the back,
and the collar 1s o stralght close band.
The seven-gored skirt hangs smaothly
in front, with full folds behind.
Irhe proper cut of thls gown can be
ibtained only from the cut paper pat-
terns  published
here 1t appears.
TQuanHu- of material for gown—sllk,
11 - yards; 1%
arde,

by Harper's -Dazar,

embroldered batiste,

THE ONLY REASON.

Jones—Saw a messenger boy running to-(
Philesopher—Case of life P

Jones—No. Dinner,

ay.
and death? 2

| 3

fiﬂl little letter, but Indeed avery mean-
ing one to John Dene,

EDene and Davidson were by them-
Eelves now, talking,

| "I guess I'd like to get Into a fight,”
Daovidson was saying.

| “Don't think I'd care abvut 1t," euld
Dene,

{ "Got a girl?"
! The big boy blushed,

[ “Maybe,” he eaid, after o moment

[ “IUs better for a man to be married,
perhaps,” Davidson commented. ‘‘Per-
haps 1 ghouldn't have been Teweh &
blamed fool once upon a time; maybe,
ton, 1'd have been n worse one.”

| UMaybe, sald Dene, and he added:
‘Mo yuu really belleve there s any-
thing in that yarn you were gplnning
ulrulmntt:em blowing us up If they want-
ed te?

L “Why, of course—of course they could
It they wanted to.”

I "Put  they'd end by getting  most
gwiully Heked,” Dene remarked,

"You know what u Spaniard [s," Da-
yldson sald, “nnd what o Jap I8, and
what an Irlshmanr, and o Frenchman,
ind an’ Fmglishman, and you can say
that one will do one thing, and another
dnother, umder the sume reason follows
ing o thing." - .
| O, well, we nre safe enough,” Deno
aald, rather eontemptunusly of his com-
panion's talk, when he himself belleved
i the Infallibility of his shlp and his
l[?'hcern and the fing over all,

‘L. The ship was ke some grent human
thing; after you had been on bonrd o
vicel she beenme personified, She had
hér; heart, her lungs, all her differont
organyg; she felt and brenthed, - You
were part and poarcel of her—o hit of
lier _mechantsm, of her  belng—acting
Your part through the will  reaching
you from your Immediate superlor,

,Dane stowd looking at the  Spanish
ship—rather contemptuously, perhups,

Al this war with Spaln they talk about:

erdny. They say Bert will get the farm,

but still remembering what Davidson
had eald,.  Why should he think of
that? “And them a llittle village emong
the high New York hills tramed itself
Jn hls mind—a girl's face and an old
woman's, | AP

“Aye, aye, sir,” he mld, pulllng him-
Bell together from his day-dream.

; 111, \

But though he was o simple, strong,
healthy fellow, not given to much Im-
agination, that night he dreamed B
strange dream, Perhaps the letters he
had gave Davidson's chatter this ef-
fect on him. )

‘He thought he saw a little, dark,
swarthy pergon groping In a dim place,
and the man's face terrifled him; for it
had In It Intense hate and purpose; and
then the vislon cleared, and it showed
o room quite distinetly where were
three men, all talking earnestly, one In
uniform; and they polnted out of a
window, and he saw the white Malne,

“It may come any moment,” the lit-
tle man, whose face Dene kad first per-
felvml In the vision, seemed to be say-
ng. X

“They want Cuba—these Yankees;
they keep us from dolng what we wish,
Now we rhould take our measures
promptly—the chance that offers.”

And then the scene blurred and an-
other opened. : ;

It was a strange place he looked at,
and gaunt, horrid, starving, brutish
creatures were pushleg and struggling
over pleces of bread that were thrown
them from o window, And some had
no bread, and turned away moaning,
untll death came and took them,

“This {8 Cuba," thought Dene In his
dream; "this Is Cuba, and these men in
the room have made it so—the men I
saw, I'am here, we are here, to make
these people better; and so the man—
the men I saw—hate ns,”

And agaln he was looking Imio the
roomy where the three men were, and
they were talking with the same ear-
nestness,

* "Oh, the pride of Spulu! these Yan-
lees help your rebels!” i

So0 Dene understoed them In this
dream.And they pointed outside to the
Muelne. y

And  again the scene blurred, and

cleared o little; this was & dim place,
and the man he had seen firsl was
groping, and he could see a long, sin-
ewy hand reached forward to a lttle
button, and—
+ <This 'last’sccne—In the heart of his
interest In It—too faded,’and there was
mot so much a plcture as 4  general
vislon. .

It seemed ns If all the parts of the
ship that he knew so well were talking,
arnd agaln they were singing a low
dirge.” It was llke o song he remem-
bered at a country funeral, and the
parts cried out one to another:

“Gad help us!"

‘He was awake suddenly and looking
about him with fear, he knew not at
what; about him were the men in thelr
hammocks, swinging grewsomely to
and fro.

And then something happened, The
,whole ghip rhook and arose, and he was
toseed about, The next thing he knew
he was on deck. He heard one say to
an officer: :

‘"I have to report that the ship was
blown up, sir."

The officer gave Dene an order that
would take him below,

" "Aye, aye, sir."..

For o second he saw a quiet village
among the gouthern New York hills,

Dene turned to obey hie order,

1v.

The priest had absolved hls commu-
rleant, who closed hia eyes with a sigh
of rellef and then of pain. A surgeon
was leaning over a near-by cot, A man
adjoining wondered where he was, and
‘how he came there. A nurse asked him
if he would have water, and he smiled
and shook his head; and the room
Glmmed, and he was sitting on a sugar
barrel, talking and boasting, and the
colerle listened to Jock come home,

agein. Iome, and the faded woman by
the white bed, and tho glrl he left be-
hind, 14 was el very plain, ‘and then
It faded, and he eaw the roomi agaln,
um! the priest, and—

No, he was golng bolow; he was on
lils ship; this was nightmare,

And yet—hls fancles changed to far-
away southern New York, If he were
oniy there! If he could see two faces—
arc the thought hurt him, for he sud-
tenly knew that he could not gee them:
¥is that knowledge hurt him more
tian the paln which throbbed and
shook him. -

“1 am not on the Malne?'"

"No, you are not on the Maine,"

“Why not?"

The other's

“Why not?"

"God knows,” sald the 8panish priest
In_English, and crossed himself,

Then Dene knew; the talk with Da-
vidson and his dream became clear,
He know It all—and then the clearness
faded mgd he was moaning,

Some hours later an offlcer, qulet and
ead and strong, paused by Dene's eot.

“Another! And—it's Dene. I dldn't
know him., Dene!"” ;

But Dene dld not move,

Outelde In the harbor the flag of a
mighty people was flying over o very
littie ship. -

On the streets and in the cafes of
Havana crowds of dark-skinned men
were talking, now loudly, agnin In whis-
pers. .

volce hesltated.

e ittt
Business Success.

A small, bright-looking n'ewsbuy ap-
peared on the Loulevard on Saturday
nfternoon with his arms filled with
evening papers, and a board, such a®

"'smuln-tétg" men carey, hung from his
neck, on which was printed:

HUSH !
»~-Nolse Is a nulrance. I don't
-shout my extrag, but I haye
= them all for sale. Buy of mo
and provent shouting.

L) L

The word "Hush!" was printed In blg
black letters, and It captured the at-
teatlan of -every passerby, ‘The people
whotllve.along: the boulevard or withia
shoutlng distance of tt had been an-
noyed all day and-a goud part of the
night by the yells of extra venders, and
this boy's ‘scheme caught on at once.
Every man who slopped and read the
sign bought a paper Just to encourage
the sllent newshoy, and his rivals, who
were ghoutlng themselves hoarse. look-
ed as If they were slmply awalting an
gpportunlty to “do him up."—New York

un.

e
His Honor's Mistake.

"Aha! another case of wife-beating,
I suppose!" sald the judge, sternly,
when there were brought into the court
room a great, raw-boned glant of a
hully'nm] a tiny, shy meek-looking 1it-
tle woman of about elghty-nine pounds*
welght.

“Aln't you ashamed of yourself, sir?”
8ald the judge, sternly. “A man who
would strike a woman s 8o low In the
ecale of human degradation that there
are no words In which ¢o express his
cowardice and basemoss. A man who
will be o untrue to his vows 0s a hus-
band as to strike his wife 13 too con-
temptible to llve. Come, my good wo-
man, let me hear your story, Do not be
afrald to speak freely. You are under
the protection of this court, and no
harm shall to you from him,'

A bright light came Into the tiny wo-
man's pale blue eyes, a crimson flush
came Into the wan cheek, and her volee
cut the alr llke a two-edged sword, as
she sald:

“Yer off yer perch, yer Honor. He
never licked me! I'd smile to see 'Im try
it on once. It wai me as llcked him!
That's what I'm here for."—8t. Louls
Post DI toh TR

_lE “SASSED" A GENERAL.

Disobeyed Rosecrans's Orders and Told
. Him Why. )
Detrult Free Press: The late General
‘Rugecrams ran up agninsi n Tarlar onece,
but he had the good sense not to let his
ruffiéd dignity cause him to lose his tem-
‘per. The story, as told by Colanel
James T. Sterting, as la folloiwa:
Company A of the Beventh Ohlo, was
formerly the llght guards of Cleveland,
and was one of the best drilled ‘com-
panied In the army. It was commanded
by Captain Crelghtom. o8l
The Beventh Ohlo was In West Vir-
ginfa In 1661, and “Old Rosy" was In
J, The supplles for the nrmy
were brought up the Xnnawha river in

boats, which were unloaded by ditallay

from the reglment, General Rosccrans
had ordered that the soldiers on dut
must wear thelr equipment, ]

Company A went out- 4o unload a boal, |,

and Captaln Crelghton permitted the
men to take off thelr equipment and
thelr conts na well while engaged in this
hard work,

When the work had been completed
the men and officers sprawled out on the
grass for a rest, and then Geperal
Rogecrana and some of his etaft rode up,

The general looked ot the soldiers n
minute and ‘then ealled for the com-
manding offlcer. Captaln Credghton did
not know General RNosecrans, but he rose
to his feet. vy ;

“Who commandas this company 7" nek-
ed the general,

“I do, to the best of my abllity,” re-
plled the captaln, .

“Don't you know, sir,” {nquired the
general sternly, “thal &t 1s agalnst or-
ders to nllow the men (o remove thelr
equipment when on duty?'"

“[ have heard some wuch order,” re-
plled Captaln Credghton,' but the man
‘that lssued It never did a dony'a work In
his Itfe. When my men have to work
hard I'll gee him in the othér place bhe-
fore 1'1l 1ot them swelter with thelr oc-
coutrements on.'

“Old Rosy" stared at the cool captain
a moment and then rode down lowarnd
the boat.

A soldier approached Captaln Crelgh-
ton and sald:

“Do you know who that [s?"

"N, and I don't care,’

"That's General Rosecrans, the com-
mander of thls depariment.”

“Whew!" ejaculated Captaln Crelgh-
ton. “Company, fall in.""

Without question it wns the finest
company in the command. When: the
general and his officers rode back from
the boat the cumpany, In full equipment,
stood 1n perfect order and gave him a
“present” in such eplendid style as to
attraet his attentlon.

General Rosecrans returned the salute
and requested the captain to put hls men
through the manual. When It was fin-
ished the general ralsed his hat, turned
to the captaln and seid:

1 think that o company that can
handle muskets as well as that should
be allowed to unlead a steamer without
anything on, If they want to."

—————.

|SI!HS’LII AND EFFECTIVE.

The Wire to Hang Clothes on That Caused
Broker to Rent the flat.

Detrolt Free Press: “Never mind a
place to dry your clothes," said Broker,
as he and his wife were looking at a
flat, “I can fix all thet.. You'll have
them four stories from the ground where
there is alr and sunshine, and where
burglars have no chance to etrlp the

clothes line. We'll take this flat.”

“Where's your clothes line?" inquired:
Mrs, Broker, as soon as they had moved

in.
“See? What did I tell you? There 1t |
s e o y this shoulder at the house. 'You sce, I've

ls. I alwayz told you I had plenty ol
Ingenulty, An endless wire, my dear.
Works on pulleys. One inslde the win-
dow and one on that telegraph pole in
the alley, Pin the ‘clothes on the wire,
draw the line os It is fllled, and there
you are. Simpliclty ftself, just like all
other great Inventlons. Leave  the
thingz out over night whenever you
want to.."” ; 3

Mrs, Broker had her firast washing
done. The wire worked to a charm; she
was delighted, and Broker talked of tak-
ing out a patent. It happened to be par-
Heularly convenlent to leave the wash-
Ing out that night, and it was god
know that thleves could not molest It.

Just as It eame dark there was n great
shouting and rushing to and fro In the
neighborhood. The fire engines came,
with a nolsy rush, polleemen hurried
through the tlats, and the Janktor yelled
ke n crazy man, Droker ran to the
rear window, and Mra, Broker was o
good second in the race. There was not
& &litch on the line.  Some of the lighted
pleces were fluttering to the ground in
flames, and the odor of burning cloth
lled the alr.  “Well, 'Yl be blowed;
hitehed it to an electrle light wire,” was
all Broker had to say.

D I e s

Bab ' Either Wav.
Gladys—Don't go, George. Tion't leave
me! Don't run the risk of losing vour
1ife and leaving me to mourn for you all

the rest of my days. How can I endure
the anxiety, knowing that you are In
danger! .

George—There, darling, don't worry.
It's all right. I'm golng Into the com-
missary department,

Gladys—0l, Gearge! That's even
worsge! How can I ever marry o cook?—
Chicago News,

Nellie—When yer gits big will ye buy me one o' d em v:\':ltc:'hcs?
Billie—Naw. Dem's oney: fourtcen carat an’ youse is cig

. NOT GOOD' ENOUGHL. -

hteen carat fine, an’ don't ye fergit it,

rany uv my nelghbors; but I've got ter

S

'.':"5 -

Bobby—Mamma, do you want my knife?
Mamma—\Vhy, dear? '
Bobby—Mrs, Drown i ¢
said you wonld cut her the next time you saw her,

|
s at the door, and you'

IS FIGHTING SPIRIT HIGH

Stopping Cullets Preferable to Trying to
Check a Woman's Tongue,
Washington Star: I was down in the
mountaln reglon of West Virginia lnst
week,” sald the returned gpeclal agent
of the Internal revenue department,
vand I happened upon ong war Incldent
down therce whero you would guppose
peaple had encugh fighting of thelr own
to do without golng to foreign countries
for it. One mornipg.as-I was riding
through & lonesome valley 1.came upon

a house at the turn of the hill,jand as I
sassed o, man came out and jolned me,
aking the side of the road, as Is com-
mon oftentlmes when there are a rider
and walker golng in the same directlon.
“‘How far s It'to Sam Morgan's?"
wns the first. question I asked.

* 01l Sam's or young Sam's?"

v T didn't know there were two.'

* “Thar wuzn't {1 two weeks ago,
when young Sam got hitehed and rent-
ed the Mulllns farm. It's two mliles to
the old man's,’ e e

“ ‘Do I keep right on this way?'

“ *Yes, foller the criek, I reckon,' he
gald. Then he went on: *‘Thar I8 likely
to be a war, haln't thar?
* ‘That's  what most
where 1 come from.'

“ *Whar's that, misier?"

* “Washlngton.

** “Well, I reckon that's headquarters,
an' ef they think It thar then thar'll be
some’ fightin',’ and hls faee brightened.
“*Are you In favor of war?' -

“ ] pever wuz till here lately, and
now I'm jist eachin' fer 1" - /
“ T suppose the continued cruelty of
the Spanlards toward those helpless re-
concentrados, added to the loss of the
Malne, Is tco: much for you to hear?’
“Well, no,’ he hesltated. "Tain't that
I reckon.’ ; :

“ 'Not that,' I sald in surprise.

“ 'No, stranger,’ ond he glanced over

people think

been married to John Pressler’s widder
fer about slx weeks, and I've about got
to the p'int” when I've jlst" got to fight
somebaily er somethin', I éan't fight the
old woman an' I den't want ter fight

fight, an' I'd ruther fight them durn
Spanyeards thin anybody else I knows
uv. Yaln't never been marrled, have
yer, mlster? - t
“I ghook my head.

* yell, he sald, with a long-drawn
breath, ‘vou den't know nuthin' what-
gsomever about the feelin's a man has
got sometimes,  No wonder she wis a
widder. She'll be arother one ef this
war gets declared oft,er I'm no Jedge.” "

e

As She Saw Him.
There was that In her eyes which
told that she thought of him only in
superlatives. And his manner {ndieated
that her approval was more in his estl-
mation than the laurels of an Alexan-
der. They were walking arm-In-arm vn-
der the arching trees, It was their last
promenade before the lnd went Into
camp for serlous duty as a soldler.
“You_ haven't notlecd’ It," he sald re-
proachfully. TN
“Noticed what?" she fnquived rather
falntly.
“My new wniform,'
*Yes; 1 noticed jt."
“But you didn't say anything about

L
“Do you—ido you have to wear it?"
“Of course,” :

“Wouldn't they let you take some oth-
er clothes Lo wear when you Nght?”
“The idea {5 wyonsensleal. I must eny
I, thought you would adwlre this ti-
form." ;

“Ido admire it. I"s 8o flue and makes

you look so commanding that T know

you'll be the first one oll the Spaniards
will plek out when they  are taking
alm!"—Wnshington Star.
S e
found ita Success.

*Have you ever tried the plan of co-
aperntive  housekecping?”  asked * the
young woman with the troubled look.
“"Yes, Indeed,” gnswerad the  Jolly
young matvon,

“Didn't It prove a fallure?" [

,“Not at all; It was a complete suc-
cess,”

“Really!"” exclalmed the voung wo-
man of the troubled look, “I don't see
how It eould. 1 Lried It,'and It was a
miserable Nasco. We never got what
we wanted to cat, apd it seemed as 1f
there was some kind of a squabble In
progress all the time. But may be your
co-operalive system was different.”
*“Maybe it was" admitted the Jolly
matron,

“Wanld you' mind telling me what it

Wiyl

“Not at all. You gee, I co-operated

with m¢ husband, 1 did the ordering

and he pald the bills,"—Chlcago Post,

e iy s e ot
Spread of a New Word.

© A lady went inlo n Boston book store
to purchase a cerlaln reference book,
She wanted a copy of an editlon hav-
Ing an appendix to'lt, and enld so to the
saleslady, who, nfter looking over the
shelves for o moment or twa, held up a
copy of the book and eald to another
clerk:

"Sny, Mame, have we this here book
with an appendiellis to "=tHarper's
Bozar, I

il L et DL
A not Unusual Fxperience.

“dum-dec-dee-dee," ‘but they all camy
out gtrong on 'the refraln, Then the
was o pause,

“Go on," gald somebody,

The leading eplrit grew red in the fses

“Elowmt:&ea ;t Emi'l.n?" she asked,

Everyhody looked at everybody
and then everybody. blushed, for nﬁ
in all the gathering knew any mory of
the eong.

— e -
+ Excessive Mortality,

“Our reglment 1ost nearly ove-fosty
in its first engagement.” SA
“Its firat engagement?  Wih why

cnemy?”

“The examining eurgeons"
—_—

- What He Held,

Yallerby—Yes, sah; we kep' on ral.
{n' an’ raisin’, an’ in the showndown ks
heldl {o' aces. :

Maokeby—Wha' did yo' hold?
_Yallerby—Mah breft! | '

BUNCOED AGAIN,

1—"Yes, madam, It's a genuine French
poodle”

o wHow lovely. I'll take lim hom
and,—

“‘nahlnglo_n Post: There wea a meet-
Ing of a certaln women's soclely o night
or two ago, and patrlotie enthuslasm
ran high. The =pirit of music awoke In
romebody's brenst, and that romebody
began o sing that must unsingable of
l'lllllll?ﬂ:ll alra, the “Star Spangled Ban-
ner, It went bravely along for the
flrst verse, with only a erack or two on
the “rockel's ved glure," = The leading
splrlt began the sccond verse, Somo of

(a8
4—vGreat  ITeavens! It w

L]

the women sang “tra-la-la-11," and some

Llack!"




